558                                      APPENDIX*

THE

BATTLE OF THE PYGMIES AND CKANES,1

TRANSLATED BY BEV. THOS. NEWCOMBE.

THE feathered warriors and the Pygmy state
Record, 0 muse! their battles and their fate,
Sing their great wars, and, as their troops engage,
Guide the low heroes, and direct their rage.
Here, swords all flaming for the fight display;
There, "beaks as vengeful and as keen as they:
Dreadfully mingling in one lofty strain,
The Pygmies' courage and the foes' disdain.
While birds and men in dire dread conflicts try
The earth's command, and empire of the sky.

Already fair in verse each warrior's name
The muse has greatly sung, and paid with fame.
His hardy toil with transport each admires,
The poet rising as the chief inspires:
To distant time the muse has handed down
The Grecian valour, and her youth's renown,
How sternly brave in fight great Theseus glows;
How swift Achilles drives upon his foes;
Eneas' fame with wonder we peruse,
And "William's wreaths are green in every muse.

1 Prcelium inter Pygmceos et Grues commissum. Vol. i. p. 239.
" Purity of style, and an easy flow of numbers,*9 says Mr. Macaulay,
Cl are common to all Addison's Latin Poems. Our favourite piece is the
Battle of the Cranes and Pygmies; for in that piece we discern a
gleam of fancy and humour which many years later enlivened thousands
of breakfast tables. Swift boasted that he was never known to steal a
hint; and he certainly owed as little to his predecessors as any modem
writer; yet we cannot help suspecting that he boi rowed, perhaps uncon-
sciously, one of the happiest touches in his voyage to Lilhput from Ad-
dison's verses. Let our readeis judge.

"' The Empeior,' says Gulliver, ' is taller by about the breadth of my
nail than any of his court, which alone is enough to stiike an awe into the
beholdeis.'

"About tlmtyyears before Gulliver's Travels appeared, Addison wrote
these lines:

Jamque acies inter medias sese arduus infert
Pygmeadum ductor, qui, majestate veiendus,
Jncessuque gravis, reliquos supereminet omnes
Mole gigantea, mediamque exsurget in ulnam.
And now the monarch of the Pygmy throng,
Advancing, stalks with ample strides along;
Slowly he moves, majestically tall,
Towers o'er his subjects, and overlooks them all."1